THE   REBEL                         257

often have had cause to smile during the course
of years.

Old Juha has now definitively emerged from
his revolutionary mood. The dulled rattle of
rifle-shots do not engage his attention in the
slightest; he is in the shelter of the forest, deeper
in the woods is his wretched familiar home.
And he has a strong conviction that he will have
no other desire for the rest of his life than to
live alone. And now that he has managed to
get this far from the tight places he was in a
while ago, his life will surely henceforward pro-
ceed undisturbed. What a blessing that he has
never done any harm to anybody*

While the looters were still in the main build-
ing on the Paitula estate, the first spearhead of a
disorderly rabble began to show on the ice,
spreading even in the dark its own raw atmo-
sphere of despair and dejection. Only then did
Juha consciously realize what was happening,
and the realization set him bucking ludicrously
like a sheep suddenly cut off from the flock.
For the flock that now streamed towards him
was not his, he had nothing in common with
those people; they lacked that consciousness of
security which Juha demanded of his company.
The stock of his rifle began to burn his hand;
the rout would soon be on him and the two who